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POETRY. 


Away—away—thou glittering thing 
And art thou sorrowtul, beloved 
Afar, afar o'er the dark blue tide 


And must the young and beautiful depart 
As we look back through life 
A strange dul) weight is on my heart 
And wilt thou fly with me, sweet maid 
And wherefore should | linger here 
Ambition rules his soul 
Art thou the spell we cling to, thou 
A broken heart Tis a hacknied theme 
A bachelor, cupiens ducere sponsam 
Again, my muse, awake 
Ask of the wasting heart 
And thou the beautiiul, alas, art gone 
Ay! this is atime to be cloudy and: sad 
A freshness has gone | fleld 
A worthy young lover ce 
14 | And dost the ta lay 
: | By the silent foot of the shadowy hill 
| Bright shines the glorious sun 
Before this bar of beauty, taste 
Back k again to their holy fount 
Come from my first, ay, come 
Come hither, my fair child, and let me pres 
Close, weary eyes, and seek in sleep 
( 
( 
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hoirs of the glad and free 
hild ot in Barbour 

Come to me trom the vistas of the past 
Change—'tis pencil’d in words of light 
Deat! the warrior’s brow 
Dear Harry —you owe me 4 letts 

| Earliest pledge of uy affection 
Excuse ine, that the Mercury 
Few are thy years, sweet Helena 
Farewell, that hiand’s soft clasp 
Fair image of delight 
Farewei)—loveliest 
Forget me not! above 
Fanny, thou art young 
Fragile her form 


my muse gentle 


cenes 
life's stream 
and gay 
and meek her face 
Fair stranger, thou hast asked a boon 
5 | God of er ocean’s brim 
Granada, the beautiful 
Glad season of reviving nature’s charms 
How still the pensive twilight throws 
How happy the zephyr that kisses thy lip 
Hail! litle meteor of the gloom 
He talked of daggers and of darts 
High on an eminence I stand 
How beautiful, thou lovely child 
He cometh in mercy! the promise of 
He was adreamer' on his way 
Harp of the winds of heaver 
Haste with the song thou 
childhood 
High sounds of festal g glee 
Hoboken, with thy pop 
How have I thought of thee 
He was a son of genius—mind 
His was the wizard spell 
| Here will I pause—to view 
How pleased, when flowers 
clove 
How calm and glorious is 
Ned i know not why that on my 
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Again tair os has twin’d her tragrant wreath 


| Morning is beaming o’er brake an¢ 
; My heart is wit 


| My heart in long repose 


} No more 


| Name 


>) Oh, 


| The longer life 


Icome, lcome! There’sa sound of joy 
I speak not, I trace not 

It was a sunny day—the sportive 

It was an autumn evening tide 

It was not beauty’s outward mien 

I had a dream—a sunny dreain - 

I never was a favourite -- - 

I’ve sat and seen one bright wave chase 


I looked on the face of the summer-deck’d earth 


I cannot love her—every tress 
If heaven to one of mortal kind 
I loved thee for thyself alone 
It is in thought w ith reverend bards to thre cad— | 
I’ve known a fairer form than hers 

I saw thee in thy life’s young spring - 

[ met a man in Regent-street 

In the halls where the young smile of beauty-- 
I saw her when the earnest glow - 
Knights! to the conflict—on 

Lift the flag on mount and billow 

Lady, I've looked upon thy fac« 
Love knocked at the door of my 
Land of the pencil and the lyre 
Love is heaven’s attribute, therefore t 
Listen, gentle lady, listen - 
Mother of light and beauty, hear _ 


day- 


heart one 


prayer 

bower 

thee, Bulwe: 

Mary, ny romance is over 

My love is young and fair 

My little girl, the lay 

has slumbered 
only one- 


ther 


My young my ves my 

Mid the waves of the west 

Man is a vision that fades away 

Music thy spell is thrown 

No cloud displays its fairy sail 

No, love, they never mention thee 

the feigned speech, or smile of art 

Not from the records of imperial Rome 

No morning ever seem’d 80 long 

me my first—it is ever nears 

Oh, that my lot had never been t 

Oh, many a flower of 

Oh, yes, "twas a fervour 

Oh, ask me not to waken 

Oh, no—it will not fourish ‘neath 

Oh, prize thou not too fond, too hig 

Oh, KnoW ye not thatin the vale of ume 

One summer morn, when dewy flowers- 

Offspring of genius! welcome to our clime 

One swmmer morn a damask fair 

Once more—that strain once 

Oh, heavenly Father! by that name 
On Susquehannah’s side Roll on 

wouk kindly gen grant 

Oh, bid me seek some trackless sea 

Our whole is a community of fame 

O what is virtue? ‘tis to keep 

On matrimony’s fickle sea 

Oh, spare your hands, 'tis 

Oh thou lamented, absent one 

Pass on, relentless world 

Remembered sorrow! darkly art thou 

“mile on—that young lip well may smile 

She sat alone—and busy thought 

She sat within that dismal! towe 

She died in beauty—like a rose 

Should the sou! pass neglecte 
The young, the beautiful, the 
Though fair the pictured face - 

The moon is yet within her halls at rest- 

The gale had sweetness as it wandered by 

"Tis a haunted spot, but go not thou 

Thou bid’st me write! [hp vain I call 

They tell me, gentle lady 

hast been reared too tend 

he sky with silvery drapery 
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vere is no parting tear 
hey come—on spirit wings | 
he nightingale’s soft v« I 
hou in the cold still grave 
hose auburn tresses sw 
The Mirror—oh the Mirr 
To wish thee bliss in urte 
Thou art gone t 
breeze 
The morn was breakir 
Thou com'st in glo ar 
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Thou melancholy star----- 
There is a trans of the soul- tees 
There is a leaf whose life is fed---.. -s08- 
The blushing morn with roses veiled - - 
There’s ne’er a flower that lifts its head - 
Thou of the free and radiant smile 
The world of dreams—the world of dreams. - -- 
The curtain’s down, and while they’re al) i behing 
There came a moan 

re wasa fearful Posins seen - 
The muse and myseli, the other day. 
The winds of March are humming 
The sun had sunk in darkness to h 
The poet seized his new-made pen 
The knight had returned from Pale -stine 
There is not a flower that blooms in the valley 
The day is set—the ladies met apetioese 
There is a tone of anguish 
The city’s doors were 
Tell entle zepher 
The cuftain drops- mimic scene is pest. 
Thou hast past with all thy gifts away . 
Though milder skies allure thee henc 
Vain the waters roll between us- ese 
Where should the vows of youthful love 
What sounds are on the mountain blast 
What gars ye look sae sair, lassie 
Waken, lords and ladies gay - 
Why am I doomed the pangs to prove 
We parted—friendship’s dream had cast 
Whither wend’st thou, mystic power - - 
Who seeks for spots in Sol must gaze 
Winter, time of frosty breathing - - - 
Wake, idol o if my faded years 
Wherefore tie flutt pre bee, 
When morning to ked ig the g 
Welcome first bird of apring "8 
When the red star shall gleam on the waters--- 
When through this weary waste we str ay 
Wake! for the morning’s purple fold 
While others sing of wars alarms 
When Eve brought wo to all mankind 
We meet in the sunshine of gladness 
You ask me, gentle maiden 
Yes, go to thy home—but it is n 
You told me once my smile had p 
Yes, tis true, you are no poet --- 
Yes, | would add one humble leaf 
Yes, I have kept my tears for the 
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The Harper's song 

Ah! Lremember that sweet hour 

The merry mountain horn 

Oh swiftly glides the bonny boat 

And we're a’ noddin, nid, nid, noddin 

Ah no, first love is but a name- 

Oh tell me how from love to fly 

Here we meet, too soon to part 

Preity maids here am I- *- eceecece 

Oh sweetly, oh sweetly, the noon-day ending- 

The horn of chase . 

She ne’er complained, nor 

Not a drum was heard, nor 

Honi soit qui mal y pense 

Courtier winks, money chinks 

Clansmen up! and march awa 

Hark! the muffied drum sounds the 
oft bra\ - 

Oh, father * that fatal day 

Hours there were to mem’ry deare 

Wilt t meet me thers, love 

When sorrow spreads the venom’d dart 

O well do I remember . 

My heart's in the Highlands 

The Greek exile’s farewell 

Upon the h t he turned 

Oh now the dark-eved even 

The Tyre song of freedom 

Boot an », bonny Scot 

Come away away then 
girl 
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| Gentle Zitella, whither away 
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Blow, blow thou wintry wind 

Love a little bee 

The Swabian beggar’s song 

Sleep on thy pillow happ y and light 
The moon is on the hill 

The strawberry gir! 

The Highland minstre! boy 

The merry mountain boy 

Oh murmur not, love 

The days of old romance : 
When forced from dear Hebe to g 
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